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We forget the pre-vigil days

The time of fretting and proposition

Of clamorous words and fear be-devilled plans.

Perhaps we were wrong then,

And all the holy words

Were cried in a madman's dream:

Peace and freedom

Dwelled in the clarity of delirium ;

The scales of justice balanced neatly

Not now, but in the future of a mirage.

We have returned to faith

For the argument did not reach its conclusion.

The words were buried by bullets, and the guns

drowned our songs.

Here, leaning on the side of the weapon-pit,
A trickle of sand on our boots
There is only the tense eye and the tired mind
That does not plead or suffer but has learned patience.

NICHOLAS MOORE

Come, My December Lady^ to my Side

Come, my December lady, to my side:

Feel there the tick and tock of the mixed seasons

As you hold hours in your maiden hand.

The dog spring bites the bone that holds the winter

And year's beginning is my season's end.

Time's in the clock that blows your lovely hair,
Black as the raven's midnight or the owPs,
And, where the bat twists to and fro, your arms